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Monday, 10 August

Today I went to Worthing to be present at Addie Cholmeley's
wedding at Findon to-morrow. I left Chippenliam at 10.15. At
Salisbury I got into the train with a party of people going to South
Sea and on the Island. There was an excellent old-fashioned bov
in a chocolate jacket with a shiny peaked cap and a white ruffled
frill standing out all round his neck like Punch s dog, a very refresh-
ing sight in these degenerate days.

As we journeyed along the fair Sussex shore between the plain
and the sea the gleaners were busy in the golden stubbles, the wind-
mills whirled their arms in the fresh sea breeze, the shocks of corn
circling changed pkces swiftly like a dance of fairies, and Chichester
steeple rose fair and white far over the meads.

I thought Worthing Station pretty, light and elegant, with its

vandyked glass roofs over the platforms. I drove at once to n

Church Terrace, Mrs. Smallwood's, the lodgings which Adelaide

has taken and which she gives up to John Cholmeley and myself

while she is at Findon Rectory for 2 days for the wedding. After

tea and mutton chops I went out to the beach to view the town and

the sea. I walked westward to the end of the esplanade. A heavy

.  wrack of dark cloud drove up from the west promising a stormy

night and I turned my solitary steps homeward or lodgingward.

And all the while, sweet Kathleen Mavourneen, thou wert in

Worthing and near to me and I knew it not. But then I knew not

thee, nor what happiness was in store for me in God's Providence.

But had I not been a stricken fool I should have gone to Vaynona

and been rewarded by seeing thee there.

Tuesday, 11 August

Addie Cholmeley's wedding day. This may be one of the happiest
and most important days in my life, for to-day I fell in love at first
sight with sweet Kathleen Mavourneen.

At the time appointed Miss Cholmeley came to the door with Her
brother Waldo and drove me to Findon, John Cholmeley coming
afterwards with his sister Clara (Mrs. Heanley). After a pleasant
drive of 4 miles the carriage put us*down at the Churchyard gate.
In the Church we found Robert Heanley, the best man. I took a
fancy to him at once for his pleasant frank open face. After we had
been waiting in Church for some time he advised me to go out into